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was only a few hundred yards from the road. A minute
later inferno was let loose. Every battery began to ire,
and as we stopped our cars and dimmed our lights It
appeared to us as if every copse and hedgerow on the left
of the road—the enemy line was on the right—contained
a battery. There were field-guns, there were howitzers,,
and there were long-muzzled six-inchers. But the/ were
not the only guns firing, for the enemy were plastering
the countryside with high explosives and, judging from
the pattering in the trees, with shrapnel also, ^lean-
while the crest of the Monte Calvo and the trench lines
running down to join with the Vizcargul hills were
blazing with the fire from machine-guns, and the racket
was enormous.
We had blundered right into the middle of a counter-
attack.   We did not feel we should progress with our cars
along a road that was being swept by bullets and which
we knew had several nasty corners where It swung almost
right up to the front line and might be cut at any moment.
On foot we walked forward to the nearest post to try to
find out what had happened to our guide.   But we had
not gone more than four hundred yards when we ran right
into him.   He had put out his lights and was slowly nosing
his way back towards us.   We stood at that corner, next
to two batteries, one Spanish and one Italian, which were
firing as fast as they could go, and discussed the situation.
Though we knew the ground so well it was difficult to
form an opinion of what was taking place.   We were told
that all the reserves had been ordered to stand to, but
that none of them had been sent up yet to the front line,
where apparently all was going well   We shifted our
position after about half an hour to obtain better shelter
from stray bullets and to be a little farther from the
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